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THR COQUETTE'S PUNISHMENT.

DY MARY W. JANVN:

CHAPTER ‘1.

S0 Mattie Archer's wedding comes
off to-murrow night 1"’

““Phe speaker, 2 fashinnahly attired
j‘dung_ man, had thrown himsell earelessly
into & comfortable office ehair, and st
lightly humming an opéra air, tapping an
accompaniment on his polished - Wel-
lingion™ with the tiniest of all dandy
canes ; while the one addressed, a young
man of slight ahd graceful figure, with a
high, pale forehead and clear grey eyes,
sai-Jeaning over & table strewn with pa-
pers tied with red tape, and huge quar-
tos filled with the lore of Coke and Black-
stone,

The latter made no reply, but gave a
quick. nervous siart, slightly contracted
his arched eye-brows, then bent aver his
baoks again—and Lis companion contin-
ved,

«Well, this Munter's a lucky dog!
IV be a splendid affair—the wedding—
{liey say. Of course you'll be there,
Paul 7"

w No." replid Paul Denning, moodily,
without raising his cyes.

WNo I Di}l. at Matie Archier's wed-
Uing T’ Why I'm asiomshed 1"

S0 it would seem,” returned Denning
drily” _

"¢ But, Paul, T don't undersiand it
Why, what's come over you, manl!
Haven't been slighted in the invites, have
you '

~ “iNo, I rveceived an invitation card
full three days ngo."

“ Ayd do not aceept it "

" Nu."

“And why ! if ['m not too inqyjsitive.
1 you're not present, people will be apt
10.8ay, ** Denning hasn't forgotien old
scores yet." Beiter go,""

 Old seores !'* pray. what do you mean
by, that, Nelaon ?""asked Denning, sharp-
ly, but carelessly twicling his  pencil-
case abous his finger as if to appear indil:
ferent,

. Why,'" retirned Nelson, with n smile,
“thatone Pavl Denning, Esq., a rising
young lawyer, was  the belle's fuvored
suior, uniil, one day, this Hunter, just
returned from California with his  pile,
appeared pn the stage of actin—and
i
 And then.” broke in Paul Denning,
pervously biting his lip," * then tbe
belle politely dispeased with the atien-
tiogs of the poor lawyer in order-to re-
oeive those of the millionarie—In plain
Eoglish, dismissed me:  That's it, 1 be-
lieve 1", : :
ot Yes,just 80," said Nelson. “ You've
symmigd up * the case ' with the ease and
skill of ay old praciitioner. The world
give the same verdict.!

- Denning's eve kindied, and his cheek

flushed, partly with. shame, parily - with)

anger.

o ¢ L wish I oould say the world lies "’

hie replied, with spirit.

5+% 'Then you don't deny, the, soft im-

muhmsm 1" queried Nelson, joking:
i e ' . '

ii 1 deny nothing,"" retorted Paul, av-

grily. 0k made myself a fool, as scares

. thave done before me, for a 'eequetie's
" ) n il o

But, thank heaven, I'm [ree now.
ke cher fnscinations are
#almost wonder where

DOH S ==

§on Perhaps you're not  alone. in that,
Paull’ We discarded Tovers are apt (o
feef blite wt first, bav afier alitle the di:
vinity whe jilted us gets hurled from the
lofty peilesial she oocupies in our. hearts,
and bedumes, o us, wondetfully like
other mortals. Paul, they're all alike—
Wsese women !  Just give 'em the chance
il they'll eut ' the best fellow in the
world, be he poor, for 3 richer one. For
wh elegant establishment. handsome turns
ot 'd Box st the opera, jewels, and “love
of bonnéw, ' they

woniety Htheyra ng better thin Ciroassian
alaves, vl “of % thete's (his differ
ence. the one ixénld; thewother sella her.
bt 1" dnd Fred Nelson, jhimsel( the ver.
o8t dahdy vhatwalked  Brondway, afier
delivering this famous tirgde againm the
gentler sexy leapeddis chair back againsi
the wall’ wilh: & wonderful comidal ox-
pregsion of gravity and wisdom on bis
fuce o 144 ey IR 1 R RO 4

ik gy I',iicliilnéd.“ths -rytm'g low.,

Fﬂmﬂm  * yon Gvemhioot whe mark,
ohi) Becuuns iNis. Toshivuable veity
belle, Miss ArcheryJoves - wealth and the
uxaes it will bring her toa well tdhare
thelot of & poor professional -man who
Ivhe yet Hiis nande and fortune 4o win, it
does not fullow ‘thint all frér sex ave'sway-

«-ed by such meyeenary motives. [ have

miore faith in woman than wo-believe thal!’
and his eye:grew tender, and - his voice
took a sudden hrill; for in that hout his
heart eried out for one who had been

; I well themselves bodie
-4y, “Tatk about or free born Amerioan
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“ Well, well, we won't guarrel—tliey
aren’t worth it.  Oh, frailty, thy name is
woman {" said Nelson, with good hum-
ored pomposity § and went on, *'The
question’s of Mauie Archer's wedding.
Now hers ain I, who at one time, even
as yoursell, was dancing aitendance upon
the lady ; and yet, becanse she didn’t
choose 10 have her name engraved on my
wedding card, I shall not refuse 10 go and
see her render some other man-—misera-.
ble! Better lay aside all pique, Paul,
and accompany me—kiss the bride, and
then come: away thankful - you're not
noosed,"” urged Nelson,

* No, thank you,” replied Denning,
coldly. “Itis not pique I feel—but I
don’t care to go, Besides, [ leave the
city to-morrow morning, Lo pay a visit lo
my New England home ! thus [ have the
best of reasons for declining ™

* Aha ! that's it, then? You're off'l
But bave you heard.” raid Nelson, as he
rose, ** that old Archer can hurdly keep
above board—=has met with heavy losses
of late—and people think the faic Mattie
had this in view in securing her, wealihy
husband 7"

“ Yes, 1. did hear something of the
kind. Heaven send her huppiness ! her
chances lor it are sinall enough though,
il she sold herself for gold,"

Denning's . words and tones  were
strangely at variance—the one [ull of
deep feeiing, the other of scorn 3, while
his fip enrled with eontempt, then gaiver-
el us with repressed emotion.

Nelsou’s. hanl was on the door,
“ Phen you're off in the murning . Paul,
—and il anybody asks me of youl shall
say business or pleasure called you
away "'

© Yes, anything, eithee, T have alrea
dy sent ' regrets’ to the bride elect. Goud
maorning !"

Hardly had Nelson quitied the office,
before Denning sprang up, locked the
door 5 and then (ree from ali intrusion, a
rapid change came over him.

He nervously paced the floor—the cnl-
or camie and went upon his cheek—and
he bit his lips till the blood came

 Fool, weak fool that T am, despite
my boasts of freedom, to think of her
thus ! Fickle, lulse coquette, that she is!
—but yet,'" he continued, afler a brief
pause, “and yet why should I, who am
mysell o unworthy, eull her fils e?”" and
drawing from his vest a little locket which
cneased a sweet pictured face amd & tress
of nut brown hair, he'tenderly kissed it,
and murmured, ** Poor Mary I

Hours passed—ihe stroggle was over;
and when Paul Denning, sightly pale
hut ealm, songht his ndgings that night
he had romed out from his heaet every
vestige of the brief, wild love he had
cherished for the brilliant and beawtiful
Muttie Archer,

It was a large and elegant party which,
on the morrow’s eve, met in the mansion
of the merchant prince, Mr. A'rcher. ‘1o
witness the nuptials of hig danghter with
the wealthy Robeit Hunter; but the
young lawyer. Paul Denning, was not of
the number,  In the kome of his byy hood,
in a pleasant New Mngland  village==at
the okl hearlth sione, beside his motler's
clrair, with brothers and  sisters aronnd
him—he was solacing his heart for
the wound which it had so lately exper
ienced. o '

‘And itdas not known among the
guests-of that brilliant bridal party” what
& Weary heart beat under the peerless
bride's satin - and orange flowers; aml
how could théy foresee the visions which
would ¢ome to mock her in lier luxurioys
home—visions of lost happiness - fillov
ing her everywhere like haunting spec-
wes ! ;

CHAPTER M.

Paul Denping carried with him to
his boyhood home & heart sick ' and
Wweary,

He had wildly Toved the Heantifol and
lascinating Marde Accher ; and the city
belle, who counted hgr admirers by the
rame of * legion,”’ had turmed, Tor a
time from them all—and, awaking to_the
knowledge that she possessed a heart
formed for bevier things ‘than  the idle

encouragement of the youug lawyer, been
true to her gﬂtter naiure, )
But it was for & brief season only, The
life she had led fal made Miss Archer oo
much of & coquewd to receiva exclusively
for alength of tinigany, man's attentions 3
other lovers must share her smiles ;  her
better impulses were bmnished ; and tho'
she loved Denning better than, any other
on earth, yet her coquetries at - times. gl-
most drove him mad, with jealousy,
Matters stood thus.when 8 new suitor
<=the wealthy My Himnter just returned
from the E| Davaile of modern adventures
—sppeared-in socio(y, and strave to . win
the fair bells: - Add the shnw and glitier’
of his almost fubulous weslsh, his goy
equipag *ﬁq:tuhhf‘dh';‘h wels he
could bestow wpon her, and; biifl. more,
the comipand of her'father, wlio stood on
the verge of ruin, that ahe shoold
him a son-in-law whose wealth ‘woul

butterfly [ife she was leading, had, in her | ¥

most effectually avert the impending crisis
in his mercantile affairs—--all these blin-
ded lrer 1o the fact thiat she did not bestow
one parlicle of love where she ' promised
her hand.

Not until, in his desperation, Paul
Denning sought her presgnce and demand-
ed her love, did she awake, ‘Then the
struggle was ‘wild and bitter ; and yer,
were she free again, she would not be-
come his, for he was poor! Her proud,
worldly heart conquered ; but her lips
were wlite, which said,

*“ Paul Denning, T am Mr. Hunter's
promised wife. We have been friends—
let us remain so still. I would not have
our friendship broken." :

With a bitter and proud retort that she
was * [ree as aic,” he flung off the white
hand, which, #parkling with costly gems,
was laid appeslingly upon his arm, said
luskily, *'May the gold for which yon
suld yoursell give you happiness!" and
s0 they paried-<he to his studies again,
and she wsuperintend her bridal frousean.

No one dreamed how 1 her bridal
hour she ok her marriage vows upon
her with white lips; while her ascusing
angel sood by Lier side and whispered,

* You have solil yoursell Lo misery 1"
and her heart sanctioned it,

No one knew how mueh of sufforing
Paul Denning bore with him to the qui
elude of his country home, whiher he
had fled that he might not make one of
the group that gathered with congraiula-
tions about the new made bride,

“1uis envugh I The spell is broken
and youare [ree " le hdad scornlully ex-
clatmed, i that mowent when she had
discarded him 3 and those words were
\rie.

Had Matiie Areher, ere she had taken
her marriage vows upon her. repewted
and pleaded for his love again, he would
have told her, and truly too, that he felt
that luve no longer. A feeling akin to
seorn and pity for her who had proved
herself so mercenary swuyed hun ; but
though his dream ol love was over, his
heart was aching yet, with that suffering
which every one experiences when they
become conscious that they fave loved an
unworthy objeet,

And then, heart sick and weary, his
thoughts wandered hack into the days of
the past, where the bright sunlight of an
earlier and purer aflections flooded his
whole being with a rosy light ; the haunt
ing gaze of tender eyes followed him re-
prouchfully ; uwnd he knew that even as
he had acted « falsehood, and wronged
the trast of a gentle heart, he had been
met and foiled with his own weapons, and
the punishment which Matiie Archer's
desertion had caused him was but just,

“ Paul," said his favorite younger sis-
ter Lizzie,” o the marning of the third
duy of his visit, **the Butlers give a par-
ty to-morrow night, and your worshipfal
presence is most respecifully solicited. 1
shall claim you for my exelusive escort."”

**And so, i lien of & more agreeable
bean, my litile Lizzie will aceept the eom-
puny of an old bacl like me?” und he
fondly siroked his pet sister’s sonny curls.

" Yes, indeed-=but I forgot to mention
that you will meet there a certain lady
who may slightly shake yonr bachelor
séntiments,  She is an old acquaintdnee
~and one whom I shall not object in the
least 10 receiving ag a sister in-law,” said
Lizzie, arehly,  "°

‘“An old gequaintance !--pray, who
can she bo ** queried Paul, '

'+ Oh, never mind—I prefer (0 keep you
in suspense ! - Meantime, coax jour hair
into curl, and tim your incipient mousta-
¢he, lor T want you o look your best on
ihe occusion," she replied, wasingly, '

' Nuy—but Lizzy, 1* shall keep yon
grisoner here il you satisfy my cariosi-
ty,” and Paul shut the door and swood
with his back against it. ,

“ Well, then,” and Tizzie pouted—
* open the door aud I'll tell you. Yoo
have probably heard of litle Mary Der
went!" and. she bounded away.

A ted flush tinged Demning’s cheek
and even dyed his foreheud, and he walk-
ed the floor in agitation. g e

“ Mary heré!" he murinuted ; but
why had that ndme power to move him
thug, but thit its owoer had been or still
wus very dear to litm ! '

« 0N, din't look so horfor-stricken; sie
lawyer," swid Lizue, pauing' hiec curly
head through the half open door, * just
as il we didn't know all about your flir-
tations with this Miss Poole. You veeol.
lect Kat¢ Butler used 1o visit at Hanover,

» eoflege divinily," fnd brought hoine the
newh, Of course you'va corresporded
with her ever since, and intend ‘sooh o
make-hee Mra. Pabl Denning, Esquire !
and with’ a light liugh ‘the mischiévoils
Tiule Witsh was gofre, ©
 And who i#Mary Deewent ' Uhear
lik&‘d- -‘-.r o kg !
. Well, ‘good. veadsr
geale, blue:egad; brown-hajred girl—not

i
Tosone thinthoss s Abm Mol

othier lessons

——t

[ her first degroe in that heurtlove which

and of course she ‘heard all whout your |-
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man's hedrt,

In those days there had been many a
May-day ramble through the forests, w
gather boquets of the pale pink and white
arbutus, purple foxglove and pale ane-
mone—many & long walk, afier a long
duy's study, beneath the delicions sum.
mer moonlight—wany a stroll in the
autumn woods, when

“‘Lre in'the Northern gale

The summer tresses of the trees are gone,

The woods of Autumn all sround our vale,
Have put thelir glory on "—

There had been many a tender-pressure
of the hand, perchisnce & stolep Kiss, at
the gate of her futhr s bouse ; and a new
light sparkled in the gente Mary's blue
eyes, and 4 richer blvom tinted her deli.
cute cheek 1hiose day s, for she was taking

every woman at some [utare period of
her |ife, acquires.

‘I'ime passed, and Paul Denning grad-
uated. There was a long walk that star-
lit Augnst evening ; and though no love
vows were ultered, they were implied in
(he long, lingering, tender farewell; and
Mary went (o her blisslul dreams, and
he to the coger world strife,

Turee years went by, and they had
mel but twice during that lime—once at
ler howe, apd once ut the house of a mu-
tual friend where Mary visited, in the
eity where he was pursning his profes.
sion, but a eorrespondence tad kept alive
the ol regard.

Wien tiey parted in the eity—Mary
to return to her country home.  Paul bnd
seized an opportunity Lo whisper tender
Iy, * In spring, Mury, I shall have com-
pletwd my protession and established my-
gell—insoring [ shall see you oagain—
then—=""but, though ¢ sentence was
unfinished, the loving and rusting  girl's
hienrt understood what remained  unsaid.
And happy dreumns came 10 her as she
laidt her bead npon her pillow that night.
And how were those dreams fulfilled !

Alns, for Paul Denning's vows ! The
meck eyed spring came and passed—liot,
panting sammer died in the embrace of
atulwart agtumn—1winter was born, grew
old aod hoary, and wove a shroud of
snows to lie down and die in—amd still
he eame not.  Poor Mary Derwent !

And all the while the forgetful lover was
basking in the smiles of the city belle.
with never & thought for her who had so
counted upon his worls und  promises—
un il in that hour when the new love,
mocking, fled—and then lis heart stretch-
ed [orth 18 teadrils for the old.

And there where his gay sister left him
Paul Denning swod long silent. Mary
Decwent was near him--and they should,
they must meet! And how! Would
she neglected as she bad been, receive
him with the gentle regard of olden days ?
or, calling her wrongs to memory, would
scorn [im a8 she felt he deserved ! His
conscience whispered that he had scted
ungenerausly, unfairly, madly.

The morrow qvening came ;und in a
crowded apariment they stwod side by
side, Mury Derwent was slightly pale,
but there wasno agitation in ber manner;
her hand irembled not as it met his ; her
voioe wavered not asshe greeted him ;
her blue veined eye-lid drooped not, and
no blush dyed her cheek.

8he neither avoided or sought his pres-
ence, and her whole demeanor was cslm
anil composed ; she bewayed no sign that
they had ever met befure, nor once refer-
ted (o the past.  He could not fatliom it ;
he knew not that she had called her wom
ans pride 1o her aid, and her heart way
foreing back the memories which; epite of
herself, wounld rise before her. -1

The evening passed gayly—the. party
was over—Ligzie Denning, despita her
brother escort, had departed homeward
with another favored cavaliar<.and Paul
lingering, foond the opportunity he so
desired, a minnte's conversation with
Mary Derwent alone in the hall,

All his love had revived tenfold ; look-
ing upon her delieate, gentls face, he won-
dered how he had ever permitied himsell
to'bend ayanather shrine ; apd by a bold
stroke he resolved 1o win her,

“ Mary, darling ! you have not forgot-
ten (he old umes ! he shid,’in a rapid
and tender whispor a8 he stood beside
her——and he pagsed his arm . oaressingly
around her, and would have tonched her
white forehead with his lips. g

In ai inslant hke a frféhﬁened fawn,
bat with tender emotions ripyling all over
her averled facg, she sprang (rom his em-
brace: FIRV hie e

i Mary, one kisa—I béseech 1" -he ex-
claimed, passionately.

%1 cannot 1" she replied. -

“By the memory: of our old friendship!"

% For that very reason I ought wot "
she said, tremblingly: . - 4

& By our old Jove!" he pleaded.

“No! that could _not hm:_ed been lo;a
which was o easily tranplerred (o anoth-
én” she eplied, proudly. :
~ Penning & cheek flushed. o
“VAdTisien, Mary. “T'havé ‘played ! the
fool=—the villian~~but you:nlone are dear
10 e now, ; Hear.me, I hieseech of you,”

now.

Paul, Psul, T will not ieproach
you, but I canpot listen /" and in auother
ingtant he was alone.

CHAPTER TIL.

Five years had fled into the sea of
eternity, and bronght many changes on
their 'wings, Paul Denning had acained
eminence in his profession; in all the
city there was no lawyer who made a bet-
ter plea, whose counsel was more sought
afier amdng hundreds of legal practition-
ers,

And us yet he was unmarried; his pro-
fession was his enly mistress! No wo-
man's eye beamed for him—no lip lured
or song charmed him—ilie blandishment
of beanty had failed lo eaptivate--and
(hose last five years had been one unceas-
ing struggle fo forget !

Mauvie Hunter was a widow, Her
husband had met a sudden death in the
third year of their marriage ; sund it can-
not be supposed that e was very deeply
mourned by her who had wedded him
[ur his wealth,  8till yaung and heautiful

her belle-hood, after her perind of mourn-
ing had expired, the gay widow took her
old station as the acknowledged leader of
fashion—and her luxurious home was
the seene of many a brilliant gathering,
attendant admirers met,
But to no one hid those five vanished
years broughs greater changes than to
Mary Derwent,

The timid, shrinking, unknown girl,
had become metwmorpliosed into a flatter-
ed, earressed and lawded authoress.

deeper light, her cheek become tinted with
the pink of the rare sea-shell, her broad

with a new glory. :
Beautiful thoughts irradinted her face;
and all the sweet and hallowed influences

dwelt with her and beautified her Jife.

broken pearls around his aching heart,

repulsed him, they had not met.

He was coldly polite=—nothing more.

ted, how widely now !

tlemen of the bsaw monde.
T'hey

ASSUMInG WomAal.

dims—=i10 incentives for exertion,’

world esught them up, exclaiming, *.

been acknow!

idle days forlivle Mary Derwent,

lover, that he was deceived, .

servatory.

 Your yow
another f0o Ya

S

and fagcinating a8 in the early days of

where youth, beauty, and their train of

And she hid grown very beautiful,
withal ; for her blue eyes had caught a

tow singularly intellectoal ; all this had
been wrought by the power of a rapidly
developed genius—it was but the oul-
wird manifestation of that inward gift
which was dowering her whole being

which the soul of the gilted can create,

Paul Denning had read her soul-fraught
praduetions ; had revelled in the glowing
imagery her rainbow-draped fancy had
woven into sketeh and form; had, after
many & long day devuted to the studies of
his profession, agnin gathered up the
memory of that old love, and bound its

And yet, since thut hour when she bhad

Matiie Hunter was free now. He met
her often in society —they salked, sang,
and danced rogether—the fair widow even
songht his presence, and hesitated not to
manifest great pleasure whenever he was
by her side; yet vainly did she strive
aguin (o weave about his heart the meshes
whevewith she had first entangled him,

One day it was told him that Mary
Dérwent wa¥ in the eity, near him.
Everybody was lavishing praises on her;
in society she was sought wnd carressed ;
her name was breathed by the literary
world, and his own lips repeated it ten-
derly but sadly. - But they were sepera.

Once again they met. It was in the
crowded druwing-room of Mrs, Hunter's
elegant mansion, for she never fiiled to
gather at her brilliant soirees the eheicest
wits and deepest *blues” of the literati
~the fairest ladiea and most gallant gen-

met, and were introduced as
strangers 3 and the old time lover was
but one among the throng who' listened,
spell-bound, to the ,conversation of the
gifted young authoress. No longer was
she a shrinking difhdent girl, but a self-
possesaed, refined, cullivated, though un-

«. "Thoungh, since her first love-dream, no
other had lighted her heart, herlife had
not been all cheerless ; becauso that heart
had been desolated she had not sat idly
down with folded hands and said, * All ia
dark and drear in my future, I have no
To

And then, so well had she sghooled her
woman'a lvart in contealing its erotions,
and so ealmly did she meet again her old

**She loves me no longer.  Some one
will'win and wéar, before my very eyes,
thswpnﬂ;:nw :tmldﬂytis 7 and
wilh a sharp pang ret Panl M:s-
weary, sad, and dilpi‘!.igld. wlh;nro .
ed apartment and wandéred into the eon-

he| on @

almost subduing by its lustie the light of
the many colored lamps which burned
there, Aromalic plants and Indian exo-
tios filled the air with delicious perfumes;
all was balmy and luxurious as the spice
groves of Southern islaads ; but with no
heed for the beauty or fragrance of that
flower-wreathed bower, Paul Denning
leaned his head aguinst a pillar and gave
himself vp to moody thoughts,

He would have barteted all—his name
the honors and wealih liis profession wete
fast pouring in upun him—all, could he
but have been transported back into the
vanished yesars, and once more wander
with little Mary Derwent beneath that
August moonlight und under starlit skies,
. The shadow of the past lay lieavily on
his soul ; but ob, how vain was regret.
Time passed ; he might have been there
one or two Lours—he ook no heed of
time, until he heard the rusile of silken
robes aud a low sigh beside him, aod a
hand was laid upon his arm. He looked
down ; the hand was small and white,
‘and sparkling with diamonds—be trned
to the owner of that lily hand, her face
was magnificenily beaufiful, boy it was
not the face which haunted his thoughts,
His hostess stood beside him,

« Paul I'" she murmured, soltly.

o Mrs. Hunter!"" he ejaculated, in
great surprise al her appearance there,

i« Hysh! always that cold name. Call

me Mattie, as in other days—I have eal-
led you Paul," exclaimed the beautiful
temptress, her cheek crimsoning with
a rich glow, her dark eye seeking his.
+ Mattie—Maltie I"" he murmured, al-
most tenderly fora moment, while her
siren words fell on his bewildered senses
then dropping the hand which had slid
into his, he continued coldly, ** No, that
name is for me to utter no more. Mrs,
Hunter: let me conduct you back to your
guests ! and he politely proferred his
arm.

Mattie Hunter drew back scornfully,
turned very pale, and then, going up close
to him, with rapid waves of passion and
tendernese chasing each other in quick
succession over her face, said,

« Paul Denning, you shall hear me !
Your coldness kills me, [ have waited
long—Ilong, but you would not say what
your haughtiness ecompels me now to ut-
ter. You may call me bold, unwomanly,
any thing—1 care not—I cannot help it!
I must revoke those words which once,
in my madness, I uutered to you. Paul,
Paul, were you to assk me again the
question you then asked, my answer
would be far different. You understand
me, Paul?" and the passionaté woman
grasped his hande tighily and gazed into
his eyes.

Denning listened with mingled sensations
of surprise, scorn, and pily ; surprise that
the worldly woman could feel so deeply,
and so far subdue her pride as to plead Tor
that affection she had once cast from her
~-georn for the mercenary spirit which
had swayed her in his rejection—~and
pity, for he had no love,

“ Mrs, Huater,” and he spoke ealmly
t this is strange language—words I never
expected 1o hear from you. Once they
would have moved me strangely, filled
my heart with wild joy, but now I will
not deceive you--I do not love you."”

Wi'h a groan of anguish the humilia.
ted woman buried her face if her bands.

ed myself !" The themes for laughs and
jeers—that I should so far forget my
pride as to plead for a love which is de-
nied me 1"

“Nay, not so !"" said Denning, gently,

I too have nothing to boast over, 1o 1lory
in. The memory of this interview

bury in the past; let us be friends. Mrs,
Hunter, I give yon my hand on it,”

quivering with intense emotion.
¢ Pyul Denning; you are the soul of
honor !

tell me, do you love another 2*
though her very existence hung vpun it,

Should

» | she clung to his ara.
beld | :they are real and of great value '~
never thus had e power of her genias
, There had been no

There was along, long pause:

his
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* Scorned, despised, und 1 hava betray-

kindly, for his heart was touched. Your
gecret ghall remain locked in my keeping
as sufely as if it had never been spoken.

et us

She seized the proffered hand, cover-
ed it with tearful kisses, then turned
away. Again she came back, and looking
earnestly in1o his face, suid in a low voice

1 do not desérve your love, nor
even your kindness, since it was my own
her life had been reat and eurnesi—she | pride which ruined my happiness. 1 go
had wronght long and wéll in the mines | a

af thought and imagination, aud brought
forth polished, shining gems, élse never,
thus in her eacly yenrs, had  the eager

in to the world, yet, ereIgo thither,

Trembling, and awaiting his reply, us

hé tell her all—of that earliest, best love
which was neglected when™ her fasoing:
tions held his heart in thrall, but, when
the spell wis over, had claimed him.to

oﬂ; llegiance t-<and how, even thén, |

o

“ May heaven pity us bosh,. Paul Den-
ning !'* - r o ek
’?hey saw not then—they had not seen
all the while—ilie figure of » weary wo-
man, who, weakened by the glare and
pressure of the erowded rooms, and the
combat between awakened love and pride
going on in her own heart, had. sl
away to the quiet of the flower-room be-
fore her hostess had entered there, and
who now sat trembling on a conch ip »
little concealed alcove ; nor pould they
mark the alternate shades of despair,
hope, joy, which went aver her white face
like ripples over still water, when Paul
Denning's words fell on her ears,
But when the transition from doubt to
perfect faith was once more. gainedy and
she uttered a quick, convulsive, glad ery
of joy-~such & ery asthe bird gives ahen
ha bursts liie' prison eage—such a ory as
the glad waters send up when lhoy!“ll
through the framing outlet—such agry ae
a hemt ean give which has Joved and
suflered, and is suddenly made
agnin—when they heard that ery,
turned to where she sat pallid with exeess
of happiness, then Paul Denning and Mrs,
Hunter knew that the old love had nos
been in vain ! L 7.1 o
: For Mary Derwent stood close beside
1im ! B 5
And then the onee prond, but now hum-
bled Mattie Hunter, with a generous.im-
pulse, took the hand of the pale trembler,
and joining it with Paul, Denaing's, and
speaking no word, left them thus,
'T'he mute anion did for the estranged
lovers what years of pride and coldaess
could not have done. ik
There were two hearts that nighlybﬁh
mingled in one silent stream of love and
happiness ; and one, & sorrows ted
barque, which sailed forth in and
hollow pomp upon the sea of w
pride und fashion——and through all time

punishment, *

ssva
~ _GENMS. )
Man—A bubble on (he ocean's rolling
wave. e
Life—A gleam of light extinguished by
the grave. /
Wealth—A source of trouble and
suming care. » Y
Love—A morning siream whoge memo-

ry gilds the day. o
Faith—An anchor dropped beyond the
vale of death. i
Charity——A stream meandering from
the fount of love. N e
Genius—A plant, whose growth you
cannot stop without destroyingit.
——————— ——
g7 The old man was toiling )
the burden and heat of the day in culti-
vating his fields with his own hand, &nd
depositing the promising , seed into fhe
faithful lay of yielding earth, Suildenly
there stood before him under the shade
of a huge linden tree, a vision. The eld
man was striick with amasement. 1
‘I am Solomon,' spakejthe phantom, in
a friendly voice. *‘Whatare you doing
here, old man!’ ' nie
*If you arc Solomon, replied the verier-
able laborer, "how can you ask this? In
my youth you sent me to the snt; I “saw
its occapation, and learned from that “in-
seot 10 be indusirious and ‘to gather.
What I then learned [ have followed “out
to this hour.” e leis A
*You have only learned half your less-
on replied the spirit. *Go sgain to ‘the
ant, and learn from that insect to rest: in
the winter of your ife, and enjoy what
you have gathered up.' ' 4 x

ik et 4 o

so R
Hormsre TrAcepy.~-At Ballinrobe,
in Galway, Iréland, the wife of a farmer
named Magrath left her two Jittle 'ehil
dren while she went to bring a 'kaitle.of
hot water to seald - the ehurn ‘she' wes
about to wse for making butter. . The al-
dest child meantime forced the baby into
the chuen, and: the mother - uny
scalded it to death, Rendered
tbe discovery, she throw 'a wt

other ;::lild. wii:ﬁ killed it, and -
drowned hepsell, « - s
Mertuonismic.-~No small

excitement prevails among the
odists of -5"3 eity in

of the ut;:nhol'-- Mﬂ of §
(”np.l.-' have i ‘-h
coatrol of the. Conference, and org
themselves ‘into -an independ
This was breught about’

his heart kept a sad, dispairing vigilat| (50 °

the alter whose' shrine was b S 2:}':;
whose fire his'own hand had' quenched?|,. "
Could B reveR 'y~ =N - o |

‘After o litdls the W ovoeshal -

vepeated he story of hus oldent lave’; and | o

tien e esid, rﬁ{ﬁnﬁh«f on, “1| of weirele, the m
'W::ﬂfnym-,'m chierished now r
o koW Tshall ifveh Iows st ‘ol r@ _

still glided on, oh ! how ulterly q:#':;
and alone. Thecoquette had received h /

-

bim only bowed her head and wormaved, * %
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